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Blunder 0 Whach —— Mr. DIGHTON, 


1 Mr. NORMAN, 
Clover —— Mr. HE LME, 
And Harry Halliard — Mrs, MERCH ANT, 
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Nancy Mrs. PERRY, ” 
And duc Credulous — Mr, GRA Y, 
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Songs, Cheruſſes, &c: 


VILLAGE GHOST. 
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SONG. Goopy CrepvvLovs: - 


X/ HY, Daughter tis true, yet like you I was: Young, + . 

Linke you cou'd have chirp'd, cou'd have danc'd, and 

And its true too likewiſe, [have ſung _ 
I'd. a pair of ſuch eyes, | 

That the Parſon, Exciſeman, the Lawyer and Clerk, 
Compar'd 'em to Candles that ſhine in the dark, 2 
And moreover than that, it is known very well, 72 
That the Squire to the Neighboars would frequently tell, 
That had I been a Lady, perhaps, do you ſee, 
Why he might— but good lack that's all over with me. 
Then flight not my Counkdl, becaufe I am old, 
Remember, a Daughter ſhould do as ſhe's told; 

| You'll find in the end, 

5 Poor Goody your friend, 
Who bid you be cautious, of Men to be ware, : 
For they'll lie and they'l! flatter, then lord how they II ſwear 
And it youll believe me, why then my dear Child, Fl 
"They'll play you ſuch tricks, it wou'd make one run wild; 
Pye prov'd it myſelf, ſo 'tis true do you ſee, 
But, chat; lackadaiſy's all over with me. 
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SONG. NANCY. _ 
When Struck by Love the bo any heart, 
Which cuſtom ſtuld conceal, 


And Rebel Nature tries each Art, 

The Paſſion to Reveal; | * 
Should ſhe by ſmile, or wink, or look, q | a 

Incautious give a hint, | 
If ſuch kind Language is miſteok,.. 

The duce mult ſure be int. 


. 
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By ſuch Approaches bolder grown, 
"The Lovin quickly meet, 

She bluſhing owns her heart his own, 

Hie ſmiles at Tounds ſo ſweet ; 

Then aſks her hand, ſhe wont be teiz'd;. 
Yet willing takes the Hint, 

And then if both are not well pleas d, 
The duce muſt ſure be int. 


| SONG.-——O'WyAct. 


Come liſten awhile and Ill fing you a ditty, 
Shall make ey'ry Soul of you laugh till you cry, 
And own you ne'er heard of a Tale halt fo pretty, 


As what i beginning inning to tell by and by ; 
Its all about Blunder O*'Whack of Kilkanney, 


Who took once from Dublin to London a trip, 
For ftaying at home why I thought it all Blaney, 
So I ſet off and walk'd all the way in a Ship: 


Wich my Whack, &e. 


For I'd an ould Uncle I tell you my Honey, 
Who died in the Morning on Night t'other Day, 
-And he very civily left me his Money, 


Becauſe why, he eou'd'nt well take it away; 

So when 1 had money I rode it in Chaiſes, 
And look'd very big upon thoſe that had none, 
For he that has no Gaſh may walk it he pleaſes, 


Or if that don't pleaſe him, why then he moſt run: 
With my Whack, &c. 


So to London J came, and 1 thought it ſo pretty, 


To fee the Folks crowding along in the Street, 


Where a body may walk from the Strand to the City, 


And run up againſt every ſoul that you meet; 


And then there's the Gentry ſo nate and ſo nimble, 


As if to the Bufineſs they born were and bred, 


Who can ſlip off a Watch, or a Purſe, or a Thinible, 
Or your Pocket can pick of the Hat off your Head. 
With a Whack, 
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Then there's Hughes and Aſtley's odd whimleys andi eaperet 


Where Herſes have every perfection but ſpeech; -- 
And the Jockies all ride as you read in the papers, 
On three honſes at once, with a leg upon each ; 
And then there's your Seiges and Battles fo clever, 
Where wooden Batallions all join in the ſtrife, 
And Soldiers of Paſteboard each other diſſe ver, 


And all the dead Men look as-natural-as-{:f+ : | 
With a Whack, & e. 


Then for Dublin I travelV/d- all Night and all Day, 
While the Ship in the Water was led ſuch a dance, 
That ſomehow we found ſhe'd miſtaken her way, 
And inſtead of dear Dublin we landed in France; 
Where if a Man dare his opinion to mention,. 
Before he can ſpeak it uy uy off his head, 
For thoſe ugly 88 that are call d the Conventio n, 
Never try a poor till after he's dead : | 


And ſo by my Conſcience I left them behind Sir, 
And ſoon made the beſt of my way from the South, 


For how did I know but they might be ſo kind Sir, * 


As to ſend home O' Whack with his head in his mouth; 

And to London return'd, I was. pleas'd do ye ſee Sir, 

To zhink from thoſe Blgod-hounds I fafe had got back, 

For if they had ned to Guillotine me vir, 

Twould have ſpoil'd all the finging of Blunder O. Whack: 
LES With a Whack, &c, 


 SONG,——Haztry HALLIARD, 


My name's Harry Halliard, I care not a fig, 
Who vapours, who ſwaggers, who ſtruts or looks big, 
My Girl T can court, for my King I can fight, 
And, ſhiver my timbers! I think I am right: 
For I take ey'ry chance as T happen to find it, 
And if they turn croſs, why then, I ncer mind it, 
"Tis fooliſh, d' ye ſee, for to fidget and fret it, 
And if a ſhot come dis the bet way to let it,. 
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With a Whack, ke. 
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Let Parliamentee ters fall out, 
They' re welcome, for Harry, to- 


What then? 


* 

Let Frenchmen for Freedom each other belop, 

French Faſhions I hate, and I won't be a Crop. 
But I'll take ey 'ry chance, &c. 


When danger is nigh I conſider this here— 
That a true honeſt heatt has got nothing to fear ; 
AMI tet the worſt come, I'm not ſuch a dunce 
Not to know that Old Davy can take me but once, 
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Harty Fear not my Girl, your Seaman' s true, 
T0 Honoar, Loyalty, to You, + 
An honeit Tar, will ever ſcorn - 
To pluck a Roſe, and plant a Thorn. 


Nancy Farewell to Form, farewell diftruſt, 
| My Sailor's true he is—he muſt, 
Then take your Naney's hand and heart, 


| : May Nancy ne er from Henry part. 


Bay This d we no one's lot, "84 Lis | 
| lde cath Care al be forgot ; 
To you my Love I all refign, 


Love, Peace and Loyalty be mine. 


Py 


— — 
* o - - = = — a "— 0 — * 
„ * 
f $ONG- 
* F — — — 2 1 py 


"When Bynes, mad far Freedom, "0 Ki — 
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The weetch EAT ty led the way, 

Who like an ul bird did his neſt bewray :; 

And Lovver the Wolf; as his name impli „ 


. deni d, ws 
But after all 


Of this that and t +00 | 
I bey both loſt their heads in their tum, 


The A Mandap a to them Bog 
But him CaartoTTE Corps ſoon faxc'd to bleed; 


And Bxr1ssoT beueath the ſharp axe id bend, 
Being well ding a Traitor's end. 
For ſpite of all pother, 2 
Of this, that and t'other, 24 
"wy all loſe their heads in their turn, 


Then Hennrar, who hunted-his-King to death, 
Reſign'd at the Scaffold his ilty breath, ; 
And the wretches who join'd t'accuſe the Queen, 


Have all bow'd their necks to = Guillotine.. 
W hilft afterall pother, _. 
Of this, that, and t other, 


Tbey. all r | 


Camiiite DesMouLlixes did bis God deride, 
But puniſhment ſoon overtook his pride; 
And their Hero CVsxixE, who'd have run away, 


W the deſtin d day. 
Vet ſpite of all pother, 


With this, . and t otber, 
* all loſe their 3 their turn. 
* | 
Next Dune 55 brutal, ee phos \ 
And the fam d Mayor of Paris, proud PrT40n- to, 


— 


When hunted by bloodhounds, at length were found 
Ready Man Ann a7 x 
But after all * , 
| Of this, that, and t 8 
m all loſe. their heads in their: 
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ö Cnasor and cee were bach doom d o 
| And DatTrox, who dar d even H defy ; 4 
Nor to 51M$0N.himſelf did they hrefule | 
Who Res: his young Prince ta mace wooden ſhoes, 
0 For with all their pothet, 
N O this, that and t other, 


Then let Athieſts and Anarchiſt's blood be ſhed, 
And never a King-Killer die in his bed, 

Till TaLwzx, and CANON, aud curſt BARRERT, | 
Be ſeat for companions to RoBESPIERRE. | 
Andfpite of all pother,, 
: Each Regi icide Brother” | 
Like theſe NG; their i heads in their turn. 
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SONG. Dos ix. 


When folks meet W Diſſenſions to ſow, 
Ant by breeding Divifions encourage the foe, 

! While falſe Motives and Colours they hold to our view, 
| Tis a Sign they might find ſomething better to do. 


But in England thank heav'n we're rather too wiſe, | 
For our Neighbourpd in France have now opened out eyes, 
And however mad people together combine, | 

Of OY. here- you won't: meet the leaſt Sign, 


Then let the Convention attempt to come here, 
To eat up our Beef, or to drink our Strong Beer, 


Of that they'd be ſhort, but if fighting they wiſh, * . 


| | At each Sign imtown they wou'd meet a good diſh. 


But rough Entertainment they'd find at the Buck, 
And they'd meet at the Ele ephant no better luck, 
They d get their heads comb d if they call'd at the fleece, 


Andi * run from the Swan like « a parceþof Geeſe, 


They'd 


| | They all loſe their heads in their turn- 


2 


9 1 
They'd have little to boaſt of ſucceſs to their Cauſe, 
If once the Brown Bear hugg d em faſt in his-paws, 


At the Boot they'd get ſpurr'd, at the Clog they'd get 
From the Fa rms they d ſoon take to their 


The Lions, no matter of Black White or Red, 
Wou'd. prove that they good Britiſh, Lions were bred, 
The Tiger to Frenchmen wou'd hardly be civil, 
And they'd get from the Angel all kick'd to the Devil. 


And our Conſtitution each Briton protect, 
And may he who firſt caus'd all the troubles in France, 
Be hung on a Sign p on nothing to dance. 


May ehe of the King ever meet with reſpect, 


— 


SONG. Har HALL1ARD, 


"The life of a Sailor's a queer life enough, .. 
Like the- Ocean he rides on, oft ſmooth, and off rough ; 
Yet.to day he enjoys, and ſcarce thinks of to-morrow, 
For thinking's a trouble, and trouble is ſorrow, 

So he fights and he loves, | | 
And he drinks, and he laughs. 
And the healch of his King and his Sweetheart he quaifs ; 


While the joy of all joys that a ſailor can know, . 
Js to help a poor Friend, and to beat a proud Foe ! 
When I heirdyour wiet folks of Philoſophars <ry,.. 
Avalt with your finical lingo, ſays I, | 
For if I know an oar from a fail ora ſpat, 
"Tis an outlandiſh name for an honeſt Jack Tar. 

5 For he takes all things eaſy. | 

He drinks and he laughs, 


Should he meet a rough ſquall, or. a 
Why he knows that complaining would. be all my eye, 
He nor fears it. nor braves it, 4 each is à fin, 


And when the Storm's over the Calm muſt begin. 
k 0 7 | | So 


r looking ky, 


From the Cape of Good - Hope till you double Cape Hor. 


Like folks that are married to ſeperate never. 


1 
So he keeps up his courage, 
He ED he laughs, 
And the health, &c, 


Should he meet with Mounſeer he has no care but one, 
To ſhew him our Tars know the uſe of a gun; 
While of ſtriking bold ſtrikes they palaver and brag, _ 
They may ftrike what they will - but they ſha'n't ſtrike his flag 
For he fights, and he loves, . 
And he drinks, and he laughs 
And the health, &c. 


SONG. —O'MWnAcx. * 


A Wedding's a Wedding the Univerſe over, 
From Pekin to London from Turkey to Dover, 
Married folk, are the ſame, wherever they're born, 


And ſing Ballinimona Oror &c. 


When a King means to wed, wh he does it. by proxy, 
And ſends over a Lord to eſpouſe his fair Doxy ; 'D 
When a Commoner marries, the. Bridegroom (poor elf!) 


Is obliged to go thro! all the buſineſs himſelf, 


In Owhyhee, they ſay, there's a ſtick broke in-two — | 
If you look in Cooke's Voyage you'll find it is true; 
In England they never break ſticks it is ſaid, 29 
But married folks often break — each other's head. 


A Soldier and Lafly jump over a ſword, 
A Sailor and Girl oft take each others word, 
A Jew may eſpouſe his great / Aunts or his Couſins, - 
And Turks buy their Wives, like our Chickens, by dozens... 


At a Wedding in Ireland they're wondrous friſæy 
_ _ eyes, vlo2dy noſes, punch claret and whiſkey ; p 
n Scotland they've haggies, hodge podge, and ſheep's head; 
And. in Holland — till — all put to bed. 


By whatever forms we are join'd to each other, 
May huſband and wife live like ſiſter and brother: 
the int'reſts of Britain united for ever, 


FINALE 
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Arty. No mor&by Ghoſts affrighted, 
We tune our ſprightly lays, 
. And be but you delt ghted, 
Twill all our firs raiſe, 
Cno. No more, &c, 


NCY, Since fait ves my Harry, 
I'll var —— * y. 4 
Nor more for form's ſake tarry, - 
So take. my hand-mytoy. 
No mo re, Ke. 


Goody, Take poor old Goody's bleſſing, 
Forget your troubles paſt, 
Your love's no more diſtreſſing, 
+ Conſent I give at laſt, 
No more, &c, 


"Donz1n, At length ſo ſnug and 3 | 
We'll puſh. 5 the Jorum; 
* While you drink Pints of Nappy» 
I'm ready here to ſcore cem. 


us flag 


No more &c, 


O' Wack. Keerlet's turn tail to ſorrow, 
In hopes our Patrons here, 
Before em all to morrow 
Will let the Ghoſt 
And 


IS 


— morealf:ighted, &c. 
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